The Portici with tteir frescoed arches leading to the
beautiful old Piazza and to the Duomo with the giant Saint
Christopher painted on its outer wall. . . . The lovely
Passirio river and the walk above the town, the Tap-
peinerweg, cumbrously re-christened by the Italians, Pas-
seggiataPrincipessa diPiemonte! We came to love Merano
very much indeed, especially when it celebrated Christmas
by carols sung after the midnight mass from the summit of
the tower of the Duomo__'Heilige Nacht' into the frozen
air to an accompaniment of silver trumpets. We came to
love the truculent Tyrolese with their insuperable dislike
of any control, be it Austrian or Italian, and. we were fas-
cinated by their national costumes, by the traditions that
decreed the nature of each, garment, and by the fairy-tale
castles perched upon mountain ledges. Indeed, John began
to hatch on a new book of which Merano was to be the
setting and the life of Otfried Mahler, a shoe-maker of
Merano and of his wife, Ursel, the theme.
We spent some seven months in Merano and when at
last we left it, it was to go to Florence, which neither ofjis
had visited for fifteen years and which Evguenia had never
seen at all. Our purpose was to see if we could not find
suitable quarters for ourselves and for her in the following
winter, and the manner of our going was sensational and
will not soon, I think, be forgotten in Merano.
The train journey from Merano to Florence is vile,
necessitating several uncomfortable changes, and we made
up our minds to be extravagant and to travel by road. I
expect that as usual I made calculations, that, on paper,
reduced the extravagance to a minimum. But from one
aspect of the journey there seemed to be no escape: the
air did not exist that could accommodate the three of us,
my dog, and all our possessions, nor did we feel inclined to
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